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Osbert Sitwell 

Triumphantly like heralds who blow a fanfare; 
Till the humming-bird, bearing heaven on its wing, 
Flies from the terrible blossoming, 
And the humble honey-bee is frightened by the fine 
Honey that is heavy like money, and purple like wine; 
While birds that flaunt their pinions like pennons 
Shriek from their trees of oranges and lemons, 
And the scent rises up in a cloud, to make 
The hairy swinging monkeys feel so weak 
That they each throw down a bitten cocoanut or mango. 
Up flames a flamingo over the fandango; 
Glowing like a fire, and gleaming like a ruby, 
From Guadalajara to Guadalupe 
It flies; in flying drops a feather . . . 
And the snatching dwarfs stop dancing and fight together. 

Osbert Sitwell 



FRIENDSHIP 

No foe could strike this blow — 

Could draw this blood, this tear! 
By the deep wound I know 

A friend was here. 

Daniel Henderson 
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